The man looked around him as though unaware that sentence had been passed and he would die.
Just before the order was given they led a woman into the courtyard, evidently for a last visit.
We heard her say to him in a high, clear voice, "If I love you, it is not for anything you have done."
And that was all; in a moment she was gone, the man was dead, and the troops were marching away. I don't know why I remember this sequence, or why it keeps happening over and over, as though I were somewhere outside myself waiting for it to end, to become something other than it is, her name the one word opening like a bullet in his lung. 
The Woman in the Big

